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*The third Tart offing Henry the Sixt. 


Foreflow nolonger, mBke we hence amaine. Exeunt 

SxcHrjlms. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now CUffordJ hiUe tingled thee alone, 

Suppofc this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 

And this for Rutland, both bound to reuengc, 

W er’t thou imiiton’d with aBrazcn wall. 

Clif t Noiv Richard, I am with thee hecre alonCj 
This is the hand that, flabb’d thy Father Yorkc, 

And this the hand,that flew thy Brother Rutland, 

And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, 
Aiukheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vponthy felfc, 

And fo haue at thee. 

They EightJVar&icke comes, Clijfordfiet. 

Rich. Nay Warwkke,Angle out fome other Chaee, 
For I my felfc will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exeunt. 

ii tAlstruni. Enter King Henry dons. 

Jden. This battcll fares like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend,with growing light, 

What time the Shepheard blowing ofhisnailcs. 

Can neither call it perfect day, nor nighc. 

Now fywye* it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 

Forc'd by the Tide, to combat with the Winde: 

Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 

Forc’d to retyre by furie of the Winde. 

Sometime, the Flood preuailcs; and than the Winde : 
Now,one the better: ?hen,another beft 
Both tugging to be Viftors, breft to bteft: 

Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 

So is the cquall poife of this fell Warre. 

Heere on this Mole-hill will I At me downe, 

To whom God will.thete be the Vidforiet 
For dlirgaret my Queene,and Clifford too 
Haue chid me from theEattell: Swearing both. 

They profperbeft ofall when I am thence. 

Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo; 

For what is in thisworld, butGreefc and Woe* 

Oh God! me thinkcs i: wercabappy life. 

To be no better then a homely Swaiue, 

To fit vponahilbasl do now. 

To came outDialls queintly,point by point. 

Thereby to fee the Minutes hovy they runne : 

How many makes the Houre full compicate. 

How many H cures brings about the Day, 

How many Dayes will finifh vp the Yeare, 

How many Yeares,aMortal! man may liue. 

When this is knowne,then to diuidethe Times: 

So many Houres, rnuft I tend my Floeke; 

So many Houres, mu AI take my Reft: 

So many Houres, mufti Contemplate : 

So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe: 

So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong:- 
So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles willEane: 

So many yeares,crel fliali fiaeere the Fleece: 

So Minutcs,Houres,Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares, 

Paft ouer to the end they were created, 

Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 

Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 
Giucs not the Hawthorne bufh a fweeter ftiade 
To Shepheards, looking on their filly Sheepe, 

Then doth a richlmbroider’d Canopic 
To Kings, that fearc their Sublets treacherie ? 

Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thinne.drmke out of his Leath^^TT~ 
His wonted fleepe, vnderafrefti trees fhade 1 ** 
All which fecure, and fweetly he enioyes * 

Is far re beyond a Princes DcJicatcsi ' * 

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His bodte couched in a curious bed, 

When Care,Miflruft, and Trcafon waits on h’ 


Alarum, 

one doore: and 
they doere 


Enter a Sonne that hath kiltd hhF 

nd a Father that hath ktil'd his 


Son* III blowes the winde that profits no h ri 
Tins manwhom hand to hand Iflevv infipi 1c 
May be poffeffed with fomc ftoreofCrownej 
And I that (haply) take them from him now * 

May yet (ere nigbc)yeeid both my Life and them 
To f omc man eJfe, as this dead man doth me m 
Who's this? Oh God! It is my Fathers f ace 
Whom in this Con A i 61,1 (vnwares)hauekilj’(j. 

Oh heauy times] begetting fuch Euents, 

From London, by the King was I preft forth 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by his 
And I, who at his hands recciud my life, 

Haue by my hands,of Life bercaued him. 

Pardon me God, I knew not what I did: 

And pardon Father, for I knew nor thee. 

MyTeares fliall wipe away thefe bloody marks- 
And no more words, till they haue flow’d theitfij] 
King. Opitteous fpeftacle] O bloody Times !* 
Whiles Lyons Warre.and battaile for their Dennes 
Poore harmkflc Lambesabide their enmity. ’ 

Wcepe wretched man: lie ayde thee Teare for Teait 
And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre ’ 
Be blindc with teares,and break ore-char g’dwi 
Enter Father fearing of his Seme. 

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath refilled me, 
Giuemethy Gold, if thou haft any Gold: ’ 

Fori haue bought it with an hundred blowes. 

Butlec me fee; Is this our Foe-mans face? 
Ah,no,no,no, it is mine oncly Sonne. 

Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Throw vp thine eye :fee,fee,what firowtes srife, 
Blownewith the wmdieTempeftofmy heart, 

Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart, 

O pitty God,this mifcrable Age! 

What Srragemsi how fdl? how Butcherly? 
Erreoneous, mucinous, and vnnaturall. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget/ 

O Boy] thy Father gaue thee life too foone, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo:greefe,more the common graft 
O that my death would flay thefe ruthfull deeds: 
Opirty,pitty, gentle heauen piety: 

The Red Rofe and the White arc on his face, 
Thefatall Colours of our Arming Houfes: 

The one, his purple Blood right well referable*} 

The other his paleChcekcs (methinkes)prcfenteth: 
Wrtber one Rofe,and let the other flourilh: 

Ifyou contend, a thoufand lines muft wither. 

Son. How will my M other ,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, and ne’re be fatisfi’d? 

Fa. How will my Wife,forflaughterofmy Sonflt, 
Shed feasofTeares.and ne’re be fatisfi’d ? 

JO>£.HowwUi the Country.for thefe vvofulchanj 
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flip Kin", and not belatisficd ? 

^ Was euer fonne, fo reWd a Fathers death ? 

$**’. Vyas tuer Father fo bemoan’d Ins Sonne ? 
f**- W3S euer King fo green’d forSubic<9s woc?j 
, % v0 ur furrow; Mine,ten times fo much, 

^ lie beare cheehence, where I may weepemy fill. 
S °\ Thpfc armes ofmint (hall be thy winding flicet: 
/{. ‘ t ffweet Boy) fhafl be thy Sepulcher, 

, n my heart, thme Image ne’re fhali go. 

S' Lin" breft, (hall be thy Wtierafl bell; 
f&bfequiotis will tby father be, . 

T .! Lrthclofieof thec.bauingno more, 

„,, itn was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 

^ \{* c i,pihence,arid let them fight that will, 

J e \ [U1JC murtheied where! fliould not kill. Exit 

rL Sad-hearted-mett; much ouergone with Care; 


Hcerc 


j 5 ts a Kingj more wofuU then you arc- 

JljrfWSU Excurfons. Enter the Queen jhs 
prince 7 aml Exeter* 


frtn. riyFacher^yc jfjr^Uyoitr Friends de fied. 

And War^ cke ra g es a ® ulJ 

Awav ?fordeathdekh hold vs in purfyItc* 

Q# t tHomiyou my Lord, coyvsrd' Barwickepoft a- 

maine; 

£,Waiid Richard 5ikc a brace of Grey-ho unds. 

fearfuH flying Herein fighc, 

\Vitb-S«y cycsjfparlclmg for very wrath. 

And bloody flcele grafpt in their yrefull hands 
Arenc ourbackes # and therefore hence amaine. 

Away : for vengeance comes aiong with them. 
Nay, Hay not co expofiulate, make fpeed^ 

Orelfecome after, lie away before* 
fpn* Nay take me with thec,good fweet Exeter: 

Not that I fearc co flay, bur ioue to go 

Whether the Q^ieene intends, Forward^away/ Exeunt 

*A Imdr&htnm* Enter Clifford Wounded* 

Off. Heere burnes my Candle one; I.heereir dies. 
Which whiles itlaftedj gaue King Henry light* 
OLaneafterf I Teare thy ouerthroWj 
Marc then my Bodies parting with my Soulei 
My Lone and Feare 3 glew'd many Friends to thetj 
And now i fall* Thy cough Cam mixtures melts. 

Impairing Henry , ftrength’nmg mijproud Yorke ; 

And whether flye che Gnats, but to the Sutine f 
And who foines now, but Henries Enemies ? 

0Phoebus! had’ft thou ncticr giuen confent f 
That phAeton fhould check-e thy fiery Steedsp 
Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch’d the earth* 
AndiT^r^hadTl thou fway'd as Kings fiiould dt>j 
Or as thy Fatherland his Father did, ' 

Giuingno ground vnto thehotife of Yorke, 

Tney newer then had fpmng like Sommer Flyes: 

I, and ten thoufand inthislucklcfle Realme^ 

Hal left no mourning VViddowes for our death. 

And thou this dayjhad 5 ft kepc thy Chairc in peace, 

■ or what doth cherrifh W eeds^but gentle ay re? 

And wbac makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
SoodcfTe are Plaincs,and CurelefTe are my Wounds ; 

_ 0 ^y to ^y e » nor ftrength to hold out flight: 

The Foe is mercileffe, and will notpitty ; 
foi at their hands I haue deferuM no pi tty* 

The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds* 




And much eifoic of blood, dbth make mefamt; 

Conic d RichardpVcir^iche^n d the reft 3 

1 ftab'd your Fathers bofomdS; Split my breft* 

Almtm gr Retreat, Snhf Edward l^arwkf^^Rtermd^ and 
: 'BW<tiers',MbHtegnsj& Clarence* 
fti.Now brbatli wc Lotd^gpbd fortuhe bids vs paufe. 
And fmootli thefrownesof \Vir,witli peacefaij Jookes; 
SomeTroopcs parfue theBloody-mindeit^ecn^ 

That Jed calme //^ry^hgoglvhe wer^ d 

As doth aSaile.fiird with Guft 

Command an Argb|d tef the WiUds. 

Butchinkeyatiftovd^tbaiyCOffortilled with them? 

War* No f 'tis impofsibit he fliould efcape: 

(For though before his face I fpeake the words) 

Your Brother Richard \zm\ii him for the Graue. 

And wherefoerehe te 9 hee J sfore|y dead, Qijfordgrmes 
Rich AVhofe.fouIe is that which rakes hit heauy Icauc? 
A dea dly gtone; lilct life artd deaths departing. 

See who it is* 

£d. And now the Battaile^ended, 

IfFriffndttrFfte, let him be gently vfod* , 

Rich* Reuokethatdoorricbfuri^rey/oPcis Clifford* 
Who not contem;edthat he loppu the Branch 
Id hewing Rutland,’when ITisledties' put'forrh, 

But fee his murth ring knife vnto the Roote, 

From whence tft^t tender fpraydid fwectly fpringj 
I mcane our Princely FdPvrCjDukc ofYorke* 

mtr. From oft the gates of^Ybrke, fetch dowm^hdad. 
Your Fathers head ? whk.h Gifford placed there: 

In (lead whereof, lot this foppiy theroomc, 

Meafure for njefiatfure, muft be anfwcrcd* 

Ed* Bring forth that fatallSchrcechow'le to oiirhoufe 5 
Thar nothing fun*but death, to vs and ours: 

Now death mail Sop his difmall threacnifig founds 
And his ill-beading tdngue 3 riomorc foallfpcake* 

War* I thinke is vuderfiandirig is bereft: 

Speake Clifford ,doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-fhides his bcames oflife* 

And he nor fees, nor heares vs^what wc fay. 

Rick O would he did,and fgfpermps^Seciolli, 

*Tis but his policy to counterfet, 

Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taUnts 
Which in the time of death he gaue our Father, 

C/a If fo thou think J ft, 

Vex him with eager Words* 

Rich. C/^rd^kcmercy,and obtaine no grace* 

Ed * Clifford ^repent in bopdeffepeniteace. 

War. C/ff&rd) deu i fe exc u fes for thy faulrs* 

Cla* While vve deuife fell Tortures for thy fatdrs/ 
Rich. Thou did JftT Iouc Yorke,and I am fon to Yorke* 
Edw. Thou pittied'fl Rut Sand,I will piny thee; 

Cla , Where's Captain^ UMargarct % io fence you now ? 
War* Theymacke t \:zz Clifford, 

S we are as thou was’t wont* 

jS/r/Whac^iot an Oad^? Nay then the world go^hard 
When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an oitb ; 

I know by that he J s acadjfnd by my Soule, 

If this right band would buy two h on res life, 

That J(ih all defpiglit) mighc rayk ac him, 

This hand fhould chop it ori: ge'yvith the ifiuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine^hofcvriftanched tlrirft 
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfic 

War* I, but he's dead. Of with ti^eTraitors head. 

And rcare it in die place your Fathers frauds. 

And now to Londoix with Triumphant bxircli, 

p 3 There/ 
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william Shakespeare Comedies, Histories, & Tragedies London, 1623 the folger Shakespeare library Octavo 










































































